V 

0- 

O 
C/) 


> 

m 


I 


i 

I 

1 

! 

! 


11 


I 


Lincoln  Poetry 


Poets 
E.G.  Laughlin 


Excerpts  from  newspapers  and  other 

sources 

From  the  files  of  the 
Lincoln  Financial  Foundation  Collection 


■71.  Zoof   oSS  0Si9(^ 


Laughlin,  B.  0 


THE  LINCOLiI  CIRCUIT         "In  Springfield,  where  his  ashes  lie' 


THE  LINCOLN  CIRCUIT 

By  E.  O.  Laughlin 


In  Spi'ingfield,  where  his  ashes  lie, 
A  granite  column  rises  high  ; 
To  Springfield,  year  on  year,  there  wends 
I    A  caravan,  that  never  ends. 
Of  pilgrims,  eager,  come  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  his  sacred  clay; 
And  yet  metliinks  the  true  estate 
Of  Lincoln,  humble,  simple,  great, 
Is  better  sensed  In  village  street, 
Where  once  he  loved  to  walk  and  greet 
In  heartiness  his  fellows  all. 
In  mart,  in  courthouse,  tavern  hall. 
Methinks  his  spirit  Ungers  where 
He  lived  and  wrought.    No  sepulcher 
Of  stately  grandeur,  cold  and  dim, 
Can  hold  the  human  heart  of  him. 

The  little  towns,  the  county  seats. 
With  dreaming  squares  and  idling  streets. 
Plain  homes  of  plainer  pioneers. 
Unsung,  yet  hallowed  through  the  years 

.    Because  in  distant  times  they  saw 
Him  come  and  go  to  practice  law, 
TeU  homely  tales,  crack  homely  jokes 
And  neighbor  with  the  common  folks — 
The  Uttle  towns,  the  cotintry  roads. 
The  woods,  the  prairies,  the  abodes 
Of  humble  men  where  malice  fails 

\:  And  charity  for  all  avails — 
^    These  are  the  shrines  that  still  enfold 
The  heart  of  Lincoln  as  of  old. 
Whose  living  legend  runneth  thus: 
We  loved  him;  he  was  one  of  us. 


— rTHE  tmcoLN  cTrcijit 

In  Springfield,  where  his  ashes  He, 
1  A  granite  column  rises  high! 
To  Springfield,  year  on  year,  there  wends 
A  caravan,  that  never  ends. 
Of  pilgrims,  eager,  come  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  his  sacred  clay; 
And  yet  methinks  the  true  estate 
Of  Lincoln,  humble,  simple,  great. 
Is  better  sensed  in  village  street, 
Where  once  he  loved  to  walk  and  greet 
In  heartiness  his  fellows  all, 
In  mart,  in  courthouse,  tavern  hall. 
Methinks  his  spirit  lingers  where 
He  lived  and  wrought.   No  sepulcher 
Of  stately  grandeur,  cold  and  dim, 
Can  hold  the  human  heart  of  him. 

The  Uttle  towns,  the  county  seats. 
With  dreaming  squares  and  idling  streets, 
Plain  homes  of  plainer  pioneers. 
Unsung,  yet  hallowed  through  the  years 
Because  in  distant  times  they  saw 
Him  come  and  go  to  practice  law, 
Tell  homely  tales,  crack  homely  Jokes 
And  neighbor  with  the  common  folks— 
The  little  towns,  the  country  roads, 
The  woods,  the  prairies,  the  abodes 
Of  humble  men  where  malice  falls 
And  charity  for  all  prevails— 
These  are  the  shrines  that  still  enfold 
The  heart  of  Lincoln  as  of  old, 
Whose  living  legend  runneth  thusi 
We  loved  hlml  He  waa  one  of  us. 


2.         V  1 


— E.  O.  Laughlin, 
Courtesy,  Ladles'  Home  JoumaL 
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THE  LINCOLN  CIRCUIT 


In  Springfield,  where  his 
ashes  lie," 


The  £incoln  (Circuit 


%  E.  O.  Laughlin 

TN  SPRINGFIELD,  where  his  ashes  lie, 
JL  A  granite  column  rises  high; 
To  Springfield,  year  on  year,  there  wends 
A  caravan,  that  never  ends. 
Of  pilgrims,  eager,  come  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  his  sacred  clay; 
And  yet  methinks  the  true  estate 
Of  Lincoln,  humble,  simple,  great, 
Is  better  sensed  in  village  street. 
Where  once  he  loved  to  walk  and  greet 
In  heartiness  his  fellows  all. 
In  mart,  in  courthouse,  tavern  hall. 
Methinks  his  spirit  lingers  where 
He  lived  and  wrought.   No  sepulcher 
Of  stately  grandeur,  cold  and  dim. 
Can  hold  the  human  heart  of  him. 

The  little  towns,  the  county  seats. 
With  dreaming  squares  and  idUng  streets. 
Plain  homes  of  plainer  pioneers. 
Unsung,  yet  hallowed  through  the  years 
Because  in  distant  times  they  saw 
Him  come  and  go  to  practice  law. 
Tell  homely  tales,  crack  homely  jokes 
And  neighbor  with  the  common  folks — 
The  Httle  towns,  the  country  roads, 
The  woods,  the  prairies,  the  abodes 
Of  humble  men  where  maHce  fails 
And  charity  for  all  avails — 
These  are  the  shrines  that  still  enfold 
The  heart  of  Lincoln  as  of  old, 
Whose  living  legend  runneth  thus: 
We  \oved,  him;  he  was  one  of  us. 


La-qghlin.  E.O.  Hancy  Hanks  "Meeifcly  ae  Mary  came  to  Bethlehem 


The  mother  of  Lincoln  is  celebrated  in 
these  moving  lines  in  the  Chicago  Daily 

Tribune: 

NANCY  HANKS 

By  E.  O.  Laughlin 

Meekly  as  Mary  came  to  Bethlehem, 

But  with  her  mother's  mission  half  fulfilled, 

She  came  into  the  wood.   And  over  them — 

Her  plodding  mate,  herself,  her  son — was  spilled. 

Through  verdant  groins  and  arches  far  aloft, 

Largess  of  sunshine,  honey-sweet  and  soft. 

Humble  as  Mary's  manger  was  her  bed; 

Lowly  her  life  and  station ;  but  her  dreams — 
Her  mother  dreams — soared  to  the  stars  o'erhead 

And  searched  unseen  horizons  for  their  themes. 
Thus,  building  stately  castles  for  her  cliild. 
She  Uved  in  squalor  and  was  reconciled. 

And  so  she  lived  in  patient  soUttxde, 

And  so  she  passed  away,  without  complaint. 
Drudging  and  dreaming  in  the  silent  wood, 

A  pioneer,  a  mother  and  a  saint. 
Solaced  and  satisfied  for  that  her  son 
Might  some  day  scale  the  heights  her  vision  won. 

They  buried  her,  there,  in  the  forest  gloom. 

Mourned  her  a  space,  tlien  stolidly  moved  on 

And  left  the  winds  to  strew  her  lonely  tomb 

With  withered  leaves  and  drifting  snow,  anon, 

But,  sleeping  there,  perliaps — perhaps  she  knew 

When  all  her  mother  dreams  at  last  came  true. 
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IS/iMCIPATED 


To  Springfield  comes  a  prideful 
host" 


jL  HE  recent  rededieation  of  the  Lincoln 
tomb  at  Springfield  calls  out  this  tribute 
from  E.  0.  Laughlin  (Eolus)  in  the  Chicago 
Tribune: 


To  Springfield  comes  a  prideful  host — 
Prince,  warrior,  legislator — 
To  bow  and  boast,  and  moiirn  and  toast 
Tlie  Meek  Emancipator. 

I  leave  them  to  their  proud  parade 
Along  the  haughty  highway. 
And  seek  the  presence  of  a  shade 
That  haunts  a  humble  byway. 

I  leave  them  to  their  cenotaph 
And  to  their  tinsel  glory. 
Inveigled  by  a  gentle  laugh, 
A  shrug,  a  homely  story. 

I  foUow  where  the  shade  retreats 
O'er  plains,  down  fern-decked  caverns, 
Through  Uttle  towns,  up  Uttle  streets 
To  modest  coimtry  taverns. 

I  linger  and  I  loaf  around 
With  farmer  folk  and  neighbors. 
Far  from  the  crowd,  on  holy  ground 
He  hallowed  by  his  labors. 

The  sunshine  filtering  through  the  woods. 
The  shadows  on  the  prairies, 
The  sighs,  the  smiles,  the  mocking  moods 
Of  gnomes  and  fauns  and  fairies: 

Emancipated,  glorified 
In  these  by  his  Creator, 
His  spirit  ever  shall  abide — 
The  Great  Emancipator. 


EMANCIPATED 


Bt  Eoltjs 
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MEMORIES  OF  LINCOtU 


'QLDROYD  AND  HIS  COLLECTION. 


Between  ^rim  wall 
above  an  hurabie 
street , " 


BY  E.  O.  LAUGHLIN. 

Between  grim  walls  above  an  humble 
street. 

Day  after  day  he  walks  his  lifelong 
beat; 

His  duty,  self-imposed,  yet  glorified. 
To  guard  the  sacred  room  where  Lin- 
coln died. 

Oray  Sentinel,  who  halts  the  feet  of 
time 

And  bICs  the  Years  atone  their  van- 
dal crime- 
Tyler  of  treasures  bartered  for  with 
youth. 

Keeper  of  mem'ries.  Sealer  of  the 
Truth. 

Custodian  of  relics,  rusty,  old. 

And  crude  as  clay,  yet  rarer,  far, 

than  gold— 
Custodian  of  ghosts  that  toioA  and 

go 

Wan  palpably  than  Uvlnff  forms  be- 
low I 

Approach  with  reverence  his  dim  do- 
main, 

'Where  only  wraiths  abide  and  stiad- 

ows  reign. 
Where  brush  and  dilsel  vainly  vie  to 

limn 

The  martyr's  features  and  the  soul  of 
him. 

A  form  of  gnarled  and  swarthy  oak; 
a  face 

Whereon  Life's  sun  and  rain  have 

left  their  trace, 
And  eyes — ^such  eyes  as  looked  on 

Calvaiy 

In  sad  compassion  and  hiunility. 

Here  you  shall  see  the  precious  paltry 
things 

Foregathered  from  the  prairie — fur- 
nishings 

Of  hard,  unculturedj  meager  years  of 
toil, 

When  Lincoln  tilled  the  unresponsive 
sou. 

You  shall  behold  the  books  he  conned 
at  night. 

Prone  where  the  hearthstone's  feeble 

altar  light 
Revealed  the  rugged,  starward  paths 

of  old 

Of  Washington  and  Bunyan's  hero 
bold. 

Where  dreams  upreared  the  ladder 

he  must  climb 
To  heights  austere  and  lonely  and 

sublime, 

And   round    him   wove  fantasmal 

prophecy 
Of  martyrdom  and  immortality. 


And  you  shall  see  the  symboig  of  his 
fame, 

Fun  flowered  secure,  at  last,  when 

the  acclaim 
Of  men  and  nations  echoed  In  his 

ears, 

And  malice  melted  into  chastening 
tears.: 

■■'..»♦♦ 
Across    the    street    the  playhouse 
stands  aloof,  j  uoo 

^l^s^roJ?  '"^^  ^^^^^^^ 

Nor  heeds- the  sun.  the  stars,  ^"the 

dark,  the  light. 
Remembering,  aye.  one  fateful  April 

night. 


TKE  MOTHER  OF  LI]VCOL]!f 


[E.  O.  Laushlin.] 
Meekly  as  Mary  came  to  Bethlehem. 
But  with  her  mother's  mission  half 
fulfilled. 

She  ca.ne  into  the  wood.    And  over 
them — 

Her  plodding-  mate,  herself,  her  son— 

was  spilled. 
Through    verdant  groins  and  arches  far 

aloft, 

Largest  of  sunshine,  honey-sweet  and 
soft 

Humble  as  Mary's  manger  was  her 
■"^  bed; 

Lowly  her  life  and  station;  but  her 
Creams— 

Her  mother  dreams — soared  to  the 

stars  o'erhead 
And   searched    unseen   horizons  for 

their  themes. 
Thus,  building  stately  castles  for- her 

child. 

She  lived  in  squalor  and  was  recon- 
ciled. 

And  so  she  lived  in  patient  solitude. 
And  so  she  passed  away,  without  com- 
plaint. 

Drudging  and  dreaming  in -the  silent 
wood, 

A  pioneer,  a  mother  and  a  saint. 
Solaced  and  satisfied  for  that  her  son 
Might  some  day  scale  the  hights  her 
•  ision  won. 

They  buried  her,  there,  in  the  forest 
gloom, 

Mourned  her  a  space,,  then  stolidly 

moved  on 
And  Irft  the  winds  to  strew  her  lonely 

tomb 

With   withered   leaves  and  drifting 

snow,  anon. 
But,  sleeping  there,  perhaps— perhaps 

she  knew 

When  all  her  mother  dreams  at  last 
came  true. 


I 
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Memories  of  Lincoln 


"Between  griin  walls  above 
ajn  h-um'ble  street" 


MEMORIES  OF  LINCOLM 


OLDROYD  AND  HIS  COLLECTION. 


BY  E.  O.  LAUGHLIN. 

Between  grim  walls  above  aa  humble 
street, 

Day  after  day  he  walks  hlK  lifelong 
beat; 

HU  duty,  self-imposed,  yet  glorified. 
To  guard  the  sacred  room  where  Lin- 
coln died. 

Gray  Sentinel,  who  halts  the  feet  of 
time 

And  bids  the  Years  atone  their  van- 
dal crime — 

Tyler  of  treasures  bartered  fear  with 
youth. 

Keeper  of  mem'ries,  Sealer  of  the 
Truth. 

Custodian  of  relies,  rusty,  old. 

And  crude  as  day,  yet  rarer,  lea, 

than  gold — 
Custodian  of  ghosto  that  eome  aed 

go 

Moore  palpably  thau  Mvlzig  farxm  to- 
low! 

Approach  with  reverence  his  dim  do- 
main. 

Where  only  wraitha  abide  and  aSutd- 

ows  reign. 
Where  brush  and  chisel  vainly  vie  to 

limn 

The  martyr's  features  and  the  soul  of 
him. 

A  form  of  gnarled  and  swarthy  oak; 
a  face 

Whereon  Life's  sun  and  rain  have 

left  their  trace, 
And  eyes— such  eyes  as  looked  on 

Calvary 

In  sad  compassion  and  humility. 


Here  you  shall  see  the  precious  paltary 
things 

Foregathered  from  the  prairie— fur- 
nishings 

Of  hard,  uncultured,  meager  years  of 

toil, 

When  Lincoln  tilled  the  unresponsive 
soil. 

You  shall  behold  the  books  he  conned 
at  night, 

Prone  where  the  hearthstone's  feeble 

altar  light 
Revealed  the  rugged,  starward  paths 

of  old 

Of  Washington  and  Bunyan's  hero 
bold. 

Where  dreams  upreared  the  ladder 

he  mu^t  climb 
To  heights  austere  and  lonely  and 

sublime, 

And   round    him    wove  fantasmal 

prophecy 
Of  martyrdom  and  immortality. 

And  you  shall  see  the  symbols  of  his 
fame. 

Pull  flowered,  secure,  iat  last,  when 

the  acclaim 
Of  men  and  nations  echoed  in  his 

ears,  -i 
And  malice  melted  Into  chastening 

tears. 

Across   the    street    the  playhouse 

stands  aloof. 
Nor  heeds  the  men  that  pass  beneath 

its  roof, 

Nor  heeds  the  sim,  the  stars,  the 

dark,  the  light. 
Remembering,  aye,  one  fateful  April 

night. 
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The  Lincoln  Circuit 


"In  Springfield  where  his 
ashes  lie  —8 


THE  LINCOLN  CIRCUIT 

By  1^.  O.  I/AtTGHLIN 

In  Springfield,  where  his  ashes  lie, 
A  granite  colxzmn  rises  high ; 
To  Springfield,  year  on  year,  there  wends 
A  caravan,  that  never  ends. 
Of  pilgrims,  eager,  come  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  his  sacred  clay; 
And  yet  methinks  the  true  estate 
Of  Lincoln,  hximble,  simple,  great. 
Is  better  sensed  in  village  street. 
Where  once  he  loved  to  walk  and  greet 
In  heartiness  his  fellows  all, 
In  mart,  in  com-thouse,  tavern  hall. 
Methinks  his  spirit  Ungers  where 
He  lived  and  wrought.    No  sepulcher 
Of  stately  grandem-,  cold  and  dim, 
I  Can  hold  the  human  heart  of  him 

The  Uttle  towns,  the  coimty  seats. 
With  dreaming  squares  and  idhng  streets. 
Plain  homes  of  plainer  pioneers. 
Unsung,  yet  haUowed  through  the  years 
Because  in  distant  times  they  saw 
Him  come  and  go  to  practice  law,  ' 
;  Tell  homely  tales,  crack  homely  jokes 

'  And  neighbor  with  the  common  folks  

The  little  towns,  the  country  roads. 
The  woods,  the  prairies,  the  abodes 
Of  humble  men  where  mahce  fails 
And  charity  for  all  avails — 
'.These  are  the  shrines  that  still  enfold 
TJhe  heart  of  Lincoln  as.pf  old, 
•Whose  Uving  legend  rimneth  thus: 
We  loved  him;  he  was  one  of  us. 


f 
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The  Lincoln  Circuit         "In  Springfield  where 


THE  XIJTCOLIN  (JIECUIT 


[E.   O.  Laughlin.] 
In  Spriiisfield,  where  his  ashes  lie, 
"A  granite  column  rises  high; 
To  Springfield,  year  on  year,  there 
wends 

A  caravan,  that  never  ends. 
Of  pilgrims  eager,  come  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  his  sacred  clay; 
And  yet  methinks  the  true  estate 
Of  Lincoln,  humble,  simple,  great. 
Is  better  sensed  in  village  street. 
Where  once  he  loved  to  walk  and 
greet 

In  heartiness  his  -fellows  all. 
In  mart,  in  courthouse,  in  tavern  hall. 
Methinks  his  spirit  lingers  where 
He  lived  and  wrought.    No  sepulcher 
Of  stately  gi'andeur,  cold  and  dim, 
Can  hold  the  human  heart  of  him. 
The  little  towns,  the  county  seats. 
With  di-eaming  squares    and  idling 
streets. 

Plain  homes  of  plainer  piioneers. 
Unsung,   yet  hallowed  through  the 
years 

I  Because  in  distant  t'.mes  they  saw 
Him  come  and  go  ;to  practice  law. 
Tell  homely  tale?  (nrack  homely  jokes 


And    neighbor    with    the  commori 
folks— 

I  The  little  towns,  the  country  roads. 
The  woods,  the  prairies,  the  abodes  - 
Of  humble  men  where  malice  fails 
And  charity  for  all  avails— 
These  are  the  shrines  that  still  enSold 
The  heart  of  Linco^  as  of  old, 
Whose  living  legend  runneth  thus: 
We  loved  him;  he  was  one  of  us. 


Laughlin,  E.  0.  THE  LINCOLK  CIRCUIT  "in  Springfield,  where  his 

ashes  lie," 


The  Lincoln  Circuit  < 

i3y  E.    O.  Laughlin 
In  Springfield,  where  his  ashes  lie, 
A  granite  colunnn  rises  high; 
To  Springfield,  year  on  year,  there 
wends 

A  caravan,  that  never  ends. 
Of  pilgrimgi,  eager,  come  to  pay 
Their  homage  to  Jiis  sacred  clay;  ( 
And  yet  methinks  the  true  estate 
Of  Lincoln,  humble,  simple,  great, 
Is  better  sensed  In  village  street. 
Where  once  he  love4  to  walk  and 
greet 

In  he9,rtineas  his  fellows  all, 
In  mart,  in  courthouse,  tavern  hall. 
Methinks  his  spirit  lingers  where 
He  lived  and  wrought.    No  sepulcher 
Of  stately  grandeur,  cold  and  dim, 
Can  hold  the  human  heart  of  him. 

The  little  towns,  fhe  county  seats. 
With   dreaming   squares  and  idling 
streets. 

Plain  homes  of  plainer  pioneers, 
Unsung,  yet  hallowed  through  the 
years. 

Because  in  distant  times  they  saw 
Him  come  and  go  to  practise  law, 
Tell    homely    tales,    crack  homely 
jokes. 

And    neighbor    with    the  commoii 
folks— 

The  litile  towns,  the  country  roads, 
The  woods,  the  prairies,  the  abodes 
Of  humble  men  where  malice  fails 
And  charity  for  all  avails — 
These  are  the  shrines  that  still  enfold 
The  heart  of  Lincoln  as  of  old. 
Whose  living  legend  runneth  thu§: 
Y^e  loved  ftim;  he  was  one  of  ua- 
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mCY  HAKKS       "Meekly  as  Mary  c^^ne  to  Bethlehem," 


The  mother  of  Lincoln  is  celebrated  in 
these  moving  lines  in  the  Chicago  Daily 
Tribune: 

NANCY  HANKS 

By  E.  O.  Laughlin 

Meekly  as  Mary  came  to  Bethlehem, 

But  with  her  mother's  mission  half  fulfilled, 

She  came  into  the  wood.  And  over  them — 

Her  plodding  mate,  herself,  her  son — was  spilled, 

Through  verdant  groins  and  arches  far  aloft, 

Largess  of  sunshine,  honey-sweet  and  soft. 

Humble  as  Mary's  manger  was  her  bed; 

Lowly  her  life  and  station;  but  her  dreams — 
Her  mother  dreams — soared  to  the  stars  o'erhead 

And  searched  imseen  horizons  for  their  themes. 
Thus,  building  stately  castles  for  her  child. 
She  lived  in  squalor  and  was  reconciled. 

And  so  she  lived  in  patient  solitude, 

And  so  she  passed  away,  without  complaint, 
Drudging  and  dreaming  in  the  silent  wood, 

A  pioneer,  a  mother  and  a  saint. 
Solaced  and  satisfied  for  that  her  son 
Might  some  day  scale  the  heights  her  vision  won. 

They  buried  her,  there,  in  the  forest  gloom. 

Mourned  her  a  space,  then  stoUdly  moved  on 

And  left  the  winds  to  strew  her  lonely  tomb 

With  withered  leaves  and  drifting  snow,  anon, 

But,  sleeping  there,  perhaps — perhaps  she  knew 

When  all  her  mother  dreams  at  last  came  true. 


Chic:;V^o  Daily  Tril)une 


